Virgie has a whiny voice. She runs through a litany of ailments, some due to overeating, some due to the weather, and some due to old age.
Evelyn humors her and gives her what advice she can. "Take aspirin" she says. "They thin your blood, and they're good for your arthritis, too."
Her voice is calm and sympathetic. The furnace switches on as she enters the pink glow of her bedroom.
The large bed with a pink chenille bedspread is built into the far corner.
She turns on the electric blanket, pulls the covers back, sits down, and lets her slippers slide from her small feet. Leaning back slowly, she rolls into bed, settles on her back, and pulls the covers over her. "Lord, lord, lord," she says, breathing heavily. She is so angry with her self that she doesn't eat any lunch, and when dinner time comes, she just heats up a quart of tomatoes, and that's all. She plays with her food and tells herself to chew it slowly. She feels weak all evening and tells herself it is for her own good.
